42                  A DIGIT OF THE MOON:

the Princess, clad in a blood-red robe and a bodice
studded with opals, and her crown and other orna-
ments, sitting on her throne. And she was looking
for the King when he came in, and the King sank
upon a couch, speechless and fascinated, under the
spell of her beauty. Then Rasakdsha came forward
and stood before her, and began again :

Lady, there was once a king who had three
queens, of such indescribable beauty, that at night
in the light fortnight it was impossible to decide
which of the four was the true moon. And one
night, when the king was sleeping in the hot season
on the terrace of his palace in the company of his
queens, he woke up while they were asleep. And
rising up, he stood in the moonlight looking down
upon his sleeping queens. And he said to himself:
Various indeed is the form assumed by the beauty
of woman, But I wonder which of my queens is
the most beautiful of the three. So he went from
one to the other, considering them attentively. And
one queen lay on her back in the full light of the
moon, with one arm over her head, and one breast
raised, and every now and then a light breeze stirred
and lifted her garment, disclosing it. And another
lay in the shadow of the trellis-work with alternate
stripes of shadow and light turning her into curves